The Campfire Tales 


TTA TTANNNLTANNULEANNULEANNULLANNULEANNAN 
A Collection of Urban Horror 


By Sean D. Nelson 


To my cherished ones. Especially my son, the Latino goblin “El duende Paquito’. | 

love you all with every pump of my heart and electron brain cell firing off. Thank 
you for your love, patience, kindness, warmth, SUPPORT, and for merely existing in 
my life. And for kicking my ass when it needed ass kicking. Live long and prosper 
family of mine. 


Forever yours, Your Seany 11/30/2023 


“Love with your heart and use your brain for everything else.” -Captain Disillusion 


Chapter I = From The Sewers 


In middle school, | discovered a deity lurking in the sewers of Austin, Texas. 
My friends and | always seemed to find it in the aftermath of floods, when the 
homeless, driven to despair, would sacrifice themselves for this creature. This, being, 
induced involuntary writhing and a vicarious agony we called ‘The Mirror People.’ 
This was back in 2003, before cellphones were common among kids our age, when 
stories of violence and bizarre incidents remained confined within the limits of our 
immediate social circles. 


A few friends, particularly adept at uncovering the strange and unknown, shared 
tales of the sewers and flood drain systems. That year, the encounters escalated. 
Homelessness, a sad reality in our city, often leads to benign or pitiful encounters. 
But some had slipped further into madness, seeking shelter in the underbelly of the 
city, where the boundary between our world and that... creature's realm thinned. 
Those who lingered too long in this abyssal kingdom unknowingly exchanged 
pieces of their sanity for a type of psychic numbing—a state of amnesia followed 
by the trauma of witnessing inhuman horrors. 


| only ventured into those depths once, guided by a vagabond who knew the 
sewers’ secrets. He warned us never to visit the same gate twice. We met him on 
the outskirts of our neighborhood, where a dwindling forest met barren plains. 
After a trek that led us to the stench of decay, we found a concrete structure 
jutting out at an odd angle from a deep ditch. It seemed ancient, untouched by 
city maintenance crews. An illusion made it appear to shift menacingly as we 
approached, probably a trick of the Texas heat. 


"Turn on your lights," our guide instructed as we descended. 


Steven, my skeptical yet humorously inclined friend, and his brother Brian, who was 
more of an adventurous spirit, were part of our little group that delved into these 
urban myths. That year, the tales of the sewers and the strange encounters therein 
reached a crescendo. 


"Are you sure this isn't just some elaborate prank?" Steven asked as we met our 
guide who claimed to know the sewers like the back of his hand. 


"It's real," Brian insisted, his eyes reflecting a mix of excitement and fear. "Too 
many stories line up, too many... disappearances." 


| nodded, feeling a chill as we approached the concrete structure jutting out from 
the ditch. The guide motioned us to follow, his expression serious. 


"Keep your lights on and stay close," he warned. "And whatever you do, don't 
wander off." 


As we entered the darkness, | felt Steven's hand on my shoulder. "If | see one 
giant alligator, I'm out," he whispered, trying to lighten the mood. 


The deeper we went, the more oppressive the silence became. Our footsteps, our 
breathing, all seemed to be swallowed by the darkness. 


We crouched, then crawled, feeling increasingly hollow. Was this place stealing our 
humanity? 


"Is it just me, or is it getting harder to hear anything?" Brian's voice sounded 
distant, even though he was right next to me. 


Steven tried to crack a joke, but his words vanished into the void before reaching 
our ears. A murder of sound. His face, usually lit up with a grin, grew serious. 
We continued on feeling increasingly hollow, as if the place was stripping away 
pieces of our identity. | wanted to say something, to break the unnerving silence, 
but my voice was just a breath, soundless and lost. 


When | started to zone out, | stopped and looked up. A pair of shoes hung in the 
air by its strings knotted together—we’d found something like an omen. Our guide 
was gone. My friends were transfixed by something in the dark void ahead. It was 
like staring into a starless night sky, but below the surface. 


"Guys, do you see that?" Brian's voice was barely a whisper, his usual bravado 
gone. "Is this what they became?" Steven's voice trembled, a fragile sound that 
frayed and unraveled into the cold dark, as if each syllable was being peeled away, 
abandoned to the void, swallowed whole by the unrelenting blackness. A rare note 
of genuine fear breaking through his usual jest. 


Pushing past them, | saw a lone trash bag twelve feet away. It shifted amorphously, 
skittering then unfurled into a hunched figure. Pallid fingers wriggled and slithered 
out of its back; a creature of gaunt grotesque manifestation, a lumbering face with 
flesh of fileted nightmares turned towards us. A face of clacking flesh, its one 
circular eye showing a vision of eternal drowning as the other eye filled with 
moldy, bubbling white puss. Truly a cold and unforgiving gaze. Only the nose 
seemed human, oddly lessening the horror. It's one circular naked eye, a window 
to eternal torment. 


As the creature gutturally spoke its cryptic message, | felt a cold shiver down my 
spine. The sibilant words echoed in my heart, 


"SssPpplllILLLIIIIL TtheE bBLOODe AnNnnd BROOoooD INn IT." 


Steven grabbed my arm, pulling me back. "We need to leave, now!" 


We scrambled back the way we came, the silence now filled with the pounding of 
our hearts and the creature's haunting words. As we emerged into the night, | 


realized something had changed within us, a piece of our past left behind in the 
sewers, forever forgotten to the curse. 


Those exposed to the creature developed a feeling alien in their own skin. An 
almost phantom pain. Hands changed size; nervous ticks appeared; a constant need 
to adjust and realign oneself became an obsession. The unlucky few filed down 
their nails until nothing was left. 


Psychic Numbing made you hyper-aware of your body—the weight of your organs, 
the uneven flow of marrow in your bones, the folds of your brain. Gravity became 
a curse. 


Then we found her—the Mirror Girl, a legend turned real. A full-length mirror 
perfectly cut out in her shape; her body seamlessly merged into it. The other side 
of the mirror revealed her fate: she had grated herself into symmetry, her reflection 
her only truth. 


We avoided rivers after that, fearing the sight of bodies floating face-down, only to 
turn over with bloated, lifeless faces as we glimpsed them. Distant, disjointed 
screams echoed, "The Flesh is willing. THE FLESH IS WILLING!" And the creature's 
voice beckoned in response, 


"If the flesh is willing." 


More Mirror People appeared over the years, but the police, overwhelmed by the 
city's growing corruption, stopped investigating. 


So, the creature grew, thriving in the infinite, rotting womb between our time and 
the deep time, waiting for the day it would step out of its realm, 


As the shadows lengthen, so too does its reach beyond the sewers, into our lives, 
into our very souls. In the silence of our forgotten names, it waits an echo of our 
deepest fears, ready to step from the darkness of our tales into the light of our 
reality. beneath the city's heart, it grows, feeding on our forgotten side eyed 
whispers, ready to emerge and mirror our own darkness back at us. In the infinite, 
dead womb between our time and deep time, it stirs, a nightmare poised to wake 
into our world 


There, 


Who goes there? 


in the echoing void of the sewers, it lies in wait, 
a harbinger of the unspeakable horrors yet to unfold 


in the world above. 
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Chapter 2 = Asymmetry 
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Georgie, a young adventurer from the big city, had always been drawn to 
the mysterious and the macabre. When he heard about the strange virus in the 
abandoned town of Willow Creek, his curiosity piqued. Compelled to explore, he 
embarked on a journey to the once peaceful town, now a shadow of its former 
self. 


Arriving in Willow Creek, Georgie found a haunting scene. The streets were silent, 
save for the faint echoes of scraping against glass. Amid the desolation, he 
stumbled upon a familiar figure in one of the decaying houses. It was his mother, 
missing for weeks, now a grotesque version of herself, her body mutilated in a 
futile quest for symmetry. As she breathed her last, her whispered confession, "I 
just wanted to be perfect.” 


Haunted by the memory of his mother, Georgie began to feel the insidious pull of 
the virus. The once foreign obsession with symmetry started to warp his 
perceptions, tugging at a dark, hidden part of his psyche. Despite his vow to never 
return to Willow Creek, the virus's influence was unrelenting, gradually consuming 
his thoughts and actions. 


As years passed, the virus spread globally, leaving in its wake a world obsessed 
with a distorted ideal of perfection. The pursuit of this unattainable symmetry led 
to a global collapse, turning the world into a wasteland of broken bodies and 
shattered minds. 


In this desolate new world, Georgie encountered the only other survivor, a scientist 
who had dedicated her life to studying the virus. In a dim, candlelit room, they 
shared a poignant conversation about the virus's relentless spread and its 
catastrophic impact. 


Their conversation dwindled, then surged again with a newfound intensity, the 
weight of their shared reality pressing upon them. 


Georgie: "In this desolate world, we're the last echoes of humanity. | thought | was 
seeking understanding, exploring the unknown. But | was just a moth drawn to a 


devastating flame. How could a simple obsession destroy so much?" 


Scientist: "It's the nature of humanity, Georgie. Our greatest strengths often herald 
our downfalls. Curiosity and ambition led us to unparalleled heights, yet here we 
are, teetering on the edge of self-annihilation. This virus... it's not just a disease, it's 
a reflection of our deepest flaws — our incessant quest for an unattainable center, 
the obsession with control, even over nature itself." 
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Georgie: "But why us? Why were we spared this long?" 


Scientist: "Perhaps we weren't spared but burdened. Burdened with witnessing the 
end, understanding the extent of our folly. We are the custodians of the last 
chapter of humanity's story." 


Georgie: "It's a cruel fate. To be aware, to comprehend the scale of this tragedy, 
and yet be powerless to reverse it. We've become the embodiment of humanity's 
hubris, it's a tragic flaw." 


Scientist: "True, there is a certain poetic tragedy to our existence. But even in these 
final moments, there's a lesson to be gleaned — about the perils of vanity, the 
destructive nature of obsession, and the fragility of our existence. Perhaps if there's 
another beginning, somewhere, somehow, this tale will be a cautionary echo in the 
winds of time." 


As their conversation faded into a solemn silence, a profound realization dawned 
upon them. They were not just the last of their kind; they were the living epilogue 
of human history, a final testament to a species that soared to great heights and 
then fell, ensnared by its own twisted desires. 


In their final moments, Georgie and the scientist sought solace in each other's 
presence, a fleeting comfort against the backdrop of a world ravaged by the 
pursuit of a flawed perfection. They passed away inside their mirrors, their lives a 
reminder of humanity's tragic journey — a journey driven by the relentless, often 
destructive quest for an unattainable ideal. 


The world, now silent and empty, held only the remnants of their final exchange, a 
haunting testament to a civilization consumed by its own distorted ambitions. In 
the stillness that followed, the echoes of their words lingered, a somber reflection 
on the impermanence of existence and the perilous allure of perfection. 


Chapter 3 = Visitors to the Silent Planet 
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The alien explorers, with their elongated limbs and eyes like black voids, 
descended upon the remnants of Earth. The planet lay before them, a desolate 
canvas of ruin and decay, whispering secrets of a once-great civilization now lost. 
The air was thick with a palpable sense of despair, the silence broken only by the 
wind howling through the skeletal remains of buildings. 


As they traversed the wasteland, the aliens stumbled upon a chilling revelation. The 
architects of this apocalypse were not external invaders but the planet's own 
inhabitants, consumed by a virus that twisted their quest for symmetry into a 
grotesque nightmare. The landscape was littered with remnants of this affliction — 
human forms distorted into horrifying shapes, their flesh carved and contorted in a 
macabre mimicry of perfection. 


Exo Alien Scientist Alpha, their skin translucent and veins visibly pulsating beneath, 
shuddered. "You hear that? It's like a chorus of whispers crawling under your skin." 
Exo Alien Scientist Beta replied, their voice a haunting echo, "Yeah, it's enough to 

give you goosebumps. Creepy as hell." 


In one of the ruined homes, they found a diary, its pages curling and stained. 
Alpha, the team's anthropologist, read aloud, "I never believed in fear until now. 
But standing here, in this haunting house, it's hard to deny the presence of 
something otherworldly." 


Beta, the historian, added, "No doubt about it. This place is dripping with history, 
and not the kind you read about in textbooks. It's the kind that lingers, like a stain 
on your soul." 


As they delved deeper into the heart of the destruction, the sense of an unseen 
malevolent force grew. Alpha voiced their trepidation, "We're in over our heads, 
aren't we? Exploring these cursed halls, looking for answers we might not be ready 
for." 


Beta responded, a steely resolve in their tone, "Maybe. But we can't turn back now. 
There's something here, something ancient and hungry. We have to confront it, 
face our fears head-on." 


The shadows of the ruined city seemed to move with them, twisting and contorting 
like the victims of the virus. Alpha whispered fearfully, "I just hope we make it out 
in one piece. These shadows, they seem alive, like they're watching our every 

move." Beta replied solemnly, "They probably are. But remember, true fear is a gift. 


Mastering its nature is why we are on this pilgrimage. How our ancestors survived 
this planet's history. We have to stay strong, keep our wits about us. Together, 
we'll let our intuitive fear guide our paths." 
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Despite their immunity, a melancholic aura enveloped the explorers as they 
wandered through the remnants of humanity. They realized that the scars of this 
self-inflicted atrocity could never be erased. The planet would forever be a 
testament to the dangers of unchecked obsession and the catastrophic 
consequences of a single, devastating virus. 


In the end, the alien race departed from Earth, marking it as a cautionary tale in 
the annals of the cosmos. They hoped their grim discovery would serve as a dire 
warning to other civilizations about the perils of vanity and the destructive nature 
of obsessions run amok. As their ship disappeared into the cosmos, Earth remained, 
a haunted echo of a once vibrant world, its silence a somber reminder of the 
horrors that unfolded in the name of a twisted ideal. 
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Chapter 4 = The Reflection of Aphelion 
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Deep within the cosmos, shrouded by nebulae of indigo and silver, lay the 
planet of Aphelion. Its crown jewel, the city of Aphelion, was a spectacle of 
architecture that defied the laws of space and time. Buildings spiraled into the sky 
like twisted ribbons, streets looped over themselves in impossible geometry, and 
the air shimmered with an ethereal glow. But beneath this otherworldly splendor 
lurked a malignant curse known as "The Symmetry." 


The inhabitants of Aphelion had once celebrated their individual uniqueness. 
However, a strange phenomenon began to seep through the city's cobblestone 
streets and into the minds of its people. It started with a subtle, nagging 
awareness of one's own physical asymmetries, escalating into an obsessive 
compulsion for perfect balance and form. Mirrors, once mere reflective surfaces, 
transformed into portals of endless fixation, leading to a harrowing descent into 
madness. 


Dr. Elara, a renowned scientist from a distant galaxy, was drawn to Aphelion by the 
swirling rumors of this enigmatic affliction. Accompanied by her young, inquisitive 
assistant Milo, they ventured into the city's heart, determined to unravel the 
mystery of The Symmetry. 


Their journey through Aphelion was labyrinthine and disorienting. The city seemed 
to breathe and pulse around them, its buildings warping and streets winding like 
serpents. At night, under the haunting glow of the twin moons, the city's true 
horror revealed itself. Shadows danced along the walls, elongating into grotesque 
shapes, while the air thrummed with a chorus of hushed, desperate whispers. 


In their quest, they stumbled upon the Mirror Labyrinth — a colossal structure at 
the city's core, composed of endless corridors lined with mirrors of all shapes and 
sizes. The air inside was thick with an otherworldly chill, and their torchlight 
flickered as if resisting the oppressive darkness. 


The labyrinth was populated by the cursed — once humans, now twisted into 
grotesque parodies of themselves. Their bodies were stretched and contorted in the 
pursuit of an elusive symmetry, their eyes hollow pools reflecting nothing but their 
own distorted images. 


Deep within this maze of madness, Dr. Elara and Milo discovered the heart of the 
curse: an ancient, towering mirror, its surface undulating like a calm sea. The mirror 
did not reflect reality but rather an infinite spectrum of what could be — countless 
realities where symmetry was God, and flesh was clay. 


Transfixed by the mirror, Dr. Elara reached out to touch its surface, only to be 
pulled back by Milo, who sensed an impending doom. "Dr. Elara, this is wrong. We 
mustn't linger here," he pleaded. 


But the mirror had already begun its sinister work. Dr. Elara's reflection twisted into 
a sinister doppelganger, speaking in a voice that was both hers and not: "Seeker of 
truths, beware. The knowledge you crave bears a price too grave for mortal minds." 
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In an instant of cosmic wrath, the mirror shattered, releasing a maelstrom of dark 
energy. Dr. Elara was caught in the vortex, her body warping under the force of 
the unleashed curse. Milo, acting on instinct, dragged her away from the labyrinth, 
but the seed of The Symmetry had already been planted. 


Back in their makeshift lab, Milo watched in horror as Dr. Elara's transformation 
unfolded. Her body became a living testament to the curse, every feature painfully 
reconfiguring itself into a symmetrical nightmare. Documenting each stage in his 
journal, Milo's entries grew increasingly despairing and disjointed. 


In his final, frantic entry, Milo confessed: "Dr. Elara is no more. In her place stands 
a monument to our folly, a creature of perfect, terrifying symmetry. The call of the 
mirror grows louder in my mind, promising a harmony that | know to be false. | 
must flee Aphelion, escape this cursed symphony of echoes. | leave this journal as 
a warning to any who follow." 


The journal's pages end there, the ink smudged and tear-stained, Milo's fate a 
haunting unknown. 


Aphelion, now a city of echoes and shadows, stands as a testament to the peril of 
seeking perfection at the cost of one's soul. Those who dare approach the 
abandoned city report hearing a symphony of sorrowful whispers, the laments of 
souls trapped in their eternal pursuit of the impossible. 


In the twisted alleys and beneath the ever-watching twin moons, the mirrors of 
Aphelion continue to reflect not just images but the deepest, darkest obsessions of 
those who dare gaze into them — a grim reminder of a world consumed by the 
obsession with beauty that was never meant to be. 


22 


Greetings from Aphelion! 


((Q) = — 
Chapter 5 = Hospital World 
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Adrift in the unforgiving void of space, a lone audio message floated, 
carrying with it the dying thoughts of someone who had glimpsed the 
unimaginable. It was a tale of horror and madness, the last testament of a soul 
consumed by the abyss. 


The days began to bleed together, their cumulative heat intense enough to melt 
skin to marrow, leaving a scent of bubbling fumes. Time became a loop, a 
relentless cycle under the icy grip of a Queen, her claws of frost seizing vulnerable 
throats in an oceanic abyss, darker than midnight. 


The hospital staff were ever-changing, a parade of unfamiliar faces. Were they real, 
or just figments of my drugged mind? The doctors slithered in and out, 
administering medications that bent my reality, compelling me to cling to life. The 
psychiatrist, a blacksmith of the mind, hammered my illnesses into submission, 
forcing them into a sharp, unyielding entity. 


| often wondered if the relentless clang of their efforts left them with tinnitus, a 
constant ringing reminder of their work. 


Today felt different. My door was ajar, an anomaly in the usual routine. Peering 
through the crack, | was met with an unfamiliar fluorescent light, an intruding 
presence that | immediately loathed. My own room's lights, vibrant and known, 
were mine; this light was alien, unwelcome. 


Driven by curiosity, | ventured outside. The hallway felt disconnected, reality a fuzzy 
concept. As | turned back, the door swung violently, crashing against the wall. The 
sound was unnervingly sharp, a stark contrast to the familiar hum of the hospital. 


My old room, now viewed as an outsider, seemed like an other, its air tainted with 
the stale stench of decay. The only semblance of normalcy was the breakfast tacos, 
their humble flavor a rare comfort. 


A brush against my foot drew my attention. It was the menu, the only constant in 
this ever-changing place. Taco Tuesdays were a sacred ritual here, a small reprieve 
in the monotony. 


But as | stood there, more menus swirled around me, paper cuts stinging my skin. 
Looking up, | saw a corridor of doors, some warped, some sealed forever. A 
contortion in the hallway caught my attention, a violent ripple distorting the space. 
The sound was overwhelming, an auditory chaos of bending steel, cracking whips, 
and splintering wood. 


Sharp pain followed, a deep, throbbing in my ears. It felt like a helicopter was 
hovering inside my head, the vibration so intense | thought my eardrums might 
burst. | covered my ears, but it only intensified the unceasing tinnitus, a hauntingly 
beautiful echo. 
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In the corridor, a nightmarish scene unfolded. Human bodies, tangled in a vein-like 
traffic jam, collided with debris, creating monstrous forms. One stopped abruptly 
before me, a grotesque tube of flesh and environmental remnants, screams and 
murmurs barely audible within. 


The hallways churned, the ceiling spilling dust and bodies. Some clung to life; 
others succumbed to the abyss. | found myself in an elaborate labyrinth, the 
emergency room transformed into a canyon of horror. 


Panic replaced instinct, and | ran, my neck aching from the effort of not looking 
back. Explosions and fires erupted randomly, creating pyramids of bodies and flying 
debris. The overwhelming smell of rust filled my senses. 


| ran until my feet were ablaze, my hands raw. In my frantic escape, | glimpsed a 
staff member floating above the quaking floor, disappearing around a corner. 
Driven by a need to uncover this mystery, | followed. 


| stumbled upon a line of staff, their appearance uniform and disturbing. Their skin 
fused to their scrubs, their faces void of blood, eyes sunken and dark. Their 
mouths, chapped and bleeding, emitted a deep, resonant sound, a chant that 
vibrated through my body. It was overwhelming, a physical assault on my senses. 


Their chant, a dark hymn, echoed in my mind: 


"Spill the blood, Spill the blood, 


Spilltheblood.." 


As | moved past them, | nearly tripped over a patient, their form twisted and 
grotesque. An umbilical cord wrapped around their neck, their limbs crushed, a 
steel blindfold obscuring their vision. | watched in horror as a staff member turned 
a faucet drilled into the patient's head, a gruesome sustenance flowing forth. 


Ahead, the board of directors loomed, a presence unfathomable and all-consuming. 
The table before them morphed into shapes of tiny, interlocked humans, a 
nightmarish tapestry of suffering. The weight of their gaze was oppressive, their 
intentions malevolent. 
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| felt a pull towards them, a force drawing me into their world of primordial 
horror. But as | neared, | realized they were immobile, their immense power 
rendering them incapable of even the simplest tasks. 


In a moment of clarity amidst the chaos, | understood the true nature of this 
entity. It was a paradox, an all-powerful being trapped in its own immobility, reliant 
on skeletal servants for its every need. The throne it sat upon was a living entity of 
bones, constantly shifting, disintegrating into ash, and reforming—a macabre cycle 
of life and death. 


Inhaling the ash, | tasted a blend of everything | had ever eaten in the hospital, a 
bizarre mix that somehow included hints of tuna fish and ozone. It was an 
unnatural taste, alien to this place. 


As | stood there, the realization dawned on me: this creature, this being of 
immense power, had forgotten the simplicity of movement. It existed in a perpetual 
state of expectation, reliant on others for its existence. 


Around me, the storm of humanity continued to swirl in grotesque forms, a 
relentless display of suffering and domination. Stepping closer, | felt the primal 
power emanating from the entity, threatening to transform me into a cosmic horror 
myself. 


But | resisted, choosing to walk away, leaving behind the remnants of my sanity as 
a strange, symbolic sacrifice. | crawled into an endless void, my body suddenly 
weightless, my breath escaping into the nothingness. 


In this void, everything familiar vanished. | was enveloped by the unknown, my 
vision eventually settling on brightly lit points in the darkness. But then, a sudden, 
brutal coldness assaulted me. The Ice Queen, a being from my deepest fears, was 
tearing at my body, her icy daggers remolding me in her image. And again. And 


ag... 
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Dear Reader, 


This was the end of an audio log | found on my grandparents’ land in Seguin, 
Texas during a long and stormy night. | had heard a loud crash outside as | was 
falling asleep in their spare bedroom. There was a bright flash of course. As | 
heard it played, a piercing coldness spread from my eyes throughout my body, a 
chilling connection to a reality far beyond my own. My long-standing phobia of 
deep space, once a conquered fear, now returned with a vengeance, pulling me 
into a tormenting abyss. 


Now, | am haunted by delusions of outer space — a phobia if you will. The Ice 
Queen's relentless grip tearing me from the safety of gravity, dragging me into the 
soundless vacuum of space. | am left grasping for anything, a desperate attempt to 
cling to the last vestiges of safety in a world that no longer makes sense. 


My reality, once solid and certain, is now an endless cycle of impending doom, a 
loop of fear and confusion, endlessly repeating... 


Ny | 


Hii.” 


Interlude 
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George Frideric Handel 
4= 80 
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Westminster Quarters Rev. Dr. Joseph Jowett 


first quarter (:15) 


O Lord our 


God 


Cambridge Quarters Dr. John Randall 
William Crotch 


half-hour (:30) third quarter (:45) 


O Lordour God Be Thouour guide O Lord our 


Full hour (6 o'clock example) 


Ce m, 
God Be Thouour guide So by Thy power ——— All throughthis hour Lordbe my 


O Lord our God 
Thy children call 
Grant us Thy peace 
and bless us all. 


No foot shall _ slide. 


He Thou our guide 
So, by Thy power 
No foot shall slide. 


30 


Chapter 1.1 - Their Feet Were So Warm 
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In the quaint town of Eldridge Hollow, where the mist hung heavy and the 
nights whispered secrets, there lived an elderly couple, James and Marianne 
Wethersfield. Known for their genteel manners and kind smiles. One autumn 
morning, as golden leaves danced in the chilly breeze, the Wethersfields discovered 
a peculiar sight in their meticulously kept garden. A naked man lay face down 
amidst the rose bushes, his skin pale as moonlight, save for his feet, which 
radiated an unnatural, blazing warmth. 


Perturbed yet intrigued, they dragged the stranger into their living room, where he 
lay motionless on their Persian rug. As they pondered over this enigma, a strange 
sadness began to envelop them, seeping into their bones like the chill of an 
unseen specter. When the man awoke, his eyes were like pools of endless night, 
his gaze piercing through the facade of their ordinary lives. The air around him 
seemed to thrum with a silent accusation, a weight that pressed upon their hearts 
with the gravity of unspoken sins. 


As they conversed with him, disturbing revelations unfurled. The stranger, 
androgynous and ethereal, was no mere man but an entity born of retribution. He 
was the physical embodiment of vengeance, a specter conjured by the collective 
hatred and pain of those the Wethersfields had wronged. His feet, forever warm, 
tread upon the embers of hate that flickered and grew in the dark corners of the 
world. He was a harbinger of sin tax, a deadly reckoning for those who had sown 
seeds of cruelty and malice. The Wethersfields, once pillars of the community, were 
forced to confront a macabre tapestry of their past, a history mired in deceit and 
bloodshed. 


Unbeknownst to the world, they had been architects of demise, their hands stained 
with the lives they had surreptitiously destroyed. As the couple spiraled into 
madness, haunted by the phantoms of their victims, the entity watched, his 
presence a silent judgment. Their sanity frayed, leaving them shadows of their 
former selves, husks consumed by the very sins they had once revealed in. 


In time, the police discovered the Wethersfields, lifeless and entwined on their 
couch, an eerie serenity upon their aged faces. Below their feet lay stacks of photo 
albums, each page a grisly chronicle of their hidden atrocities, a legacy of horror 
stretching back to their youth. And though they lay there, cold in death, their feet 
burned with an unnatural heat, melting the covers of the topmost album, a final 
testament to the infernal pact they had unknowingly made. 


As the investigators sifted through the evidence, a chill ran down their spines, for 
they knew that the warmth emanating from the deceased couple's feet was no 
natural occurrence. It was as if the fire of their sins continued to burn, an eternal 
flame of retribution. 


Whispers of the Warm Feet Entity spread through Eldridge Hollow, a tale of caution 
and retribution. Some say he still walks the earth, his feet ablaze, a vengeful spirit 

seeking out those whose hearts are heavy with sin. The Warmth of Vengeance had 

claimed its due in Eldridge Hollow, leaving behind a haunting legacy that would 


linger in the memories of its residents, a chilling reminder that justice, no matter 
how delayed, always finds a way to balance the scales. 
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Chapter 1.2 - The Many Bladed Fan 
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In the shadow of a war that had all but consumed the world, there lay the 
forgotten town of New Valtoria, a desolate expanse where the conflict's echoes 
never ceased. Here, amidst the remnants of a once vibrant civilization, the war 
raged on, its flames fanned by the rulers who had turned the town into a fortress 
of despair. 


Ethan, a janitor by necessity but a guardian of hope by choice, lived a life of quiet 
rebellion in New Valtoria. Each day, he tended to the monstrous many bladed fan, 
a colossal and cruel mechanism that loomed over the town like a tyrant's scepter. 
This fan was no mere machine; it was a chamber of death, where those 
condemned by the town's despotic leaders met a grisly end, sacrificed to the 
relentless whir of metal. 


As he worked within the belly of this steel beast, Ethan bore witness to the horrors 
it inflicted. The sight of innocent souls, resigned to their fate, awakened in him a 
resolve that bordered on recklessness. Night after night, he embarked on a perilous 
quest, slipping into the chamber to rescue those destined for sacrifice. With 
cunning and care, he navigated the labyrinth of blades, his hands steady as he 
dismantled parts of the machinery, creating narrow passages of escape. 


But each act of defiance came at a terrible cost. The fan, with its myriad of sharp, 
unforgiving blades, claimed pieces of Ethan as he worked tirelessly to free the 
prisoners. A finger lost one night, a gash across the leg another; each rescue left 
him less than he was before. Yet, with each life saved, he felt a part of his 
humanity restored, a rebuke to the war that sought to strip it away. 


His clandestine operations remained a secret until one fateful evening when his son, 
Jacob, a young man torn between the indoctrination of New Valtoria and the faint 
memories of a father's warmth, discovered his deeds. Jacob, now an officer in the 
town's militia, was faced with a decision that would define not just his fate, but the 
soul of New Valtoria itself. 


The confrontation came under the gray, oppressive sky of New Valtoria, at the 
town's gallows, where judgment was delivered with ruthless efficiency. The crowd 
gathered, a sea of faces numbed by years of suffering and silence. Ethan stood at 
the gallows, his body a tapestry of scars and missing limbs, testament to his silent 
war against the fan. 


Beside him stood one of the many he had saved, her eyes wide with fear yet 
shining with unspoken gratitude. And before them, Jacob, his hand gripping a 
pistol, the weight of his decision etched on his young, conflicted face. 


The air was thick with tension, each breath a whisper of the turmoil that churned 
within the hearts of those gathered. Ethan, looking into the eyes of his son, saw 
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the struggle between the ideals of New Valtoria and the faint flicker of something 
deeper, perhaps a remnant of the love they once shared. 


In the tense moment on the gallows, Jacob, pistol in hand, faced his father, Ethan, 
his voice trembling with the weight of his duty and the remnants of familial love. 


"Father, how could you betray New Valtoria, the town that raised you? You've 
condemned us all with your actions!" Jacob's words were laced with a mix of anger 
and confusion. 


Ethan, his eyes reflecting the pain of a thousand sacrifices, replied with a voice 
worn yet resolute. "Jacob, my son, | did what | believed was right. Those people... 
they were innocent. Someone had to stand up for them." 


Jacob, struggling to maintain his composure, retorted, "But at what cost? You've 
endangered us all. You've become a traitor to our people!" 


Ethan shook his head slowly, a sad smile on his lips. "No, Jacob. | became a savior 
to those without hope. | couldn't stand by and watch as our town lost its 
humanity." 


Jacob's finger twitched on the trigger, his emotions a whirlwind of conflict. "You've 
left me no choice, Father. | must uphold the law, for the town, for our survival." 


The crowd, a silent witness until now, began to stir, their murmurs growing louder. 
A woman's voice rose above the rest, "He saved lives, Jacob! Your father is a hero, 
not a traitor!" 


Jacob's resolve wavered as he looked into the crowd, then back at his father. "I... | 
don't know what to do, Father. I'm torn between my duty and... and the love | 
have for you." 


Ethan, his voice barely above a whisper, said, "Follow your heart, Jacob. Do what 
you believe is right. I'll always love you, no matter what." 


The crowd surged forward, their cries of support for Ethan filling the air, as Jacob 
stood, pistol raised, a son torn between the world he knew and the father he 
loved. 


In that moment of chaos and uprising, a shot rang out, its echo reverberating 
through the gallows. But who it struck, what choice Jacob made in that instant of 
tumult, remained a mystery, a question left unanswered as the crowd enveloped 
the stage. 


38 


39 


40 


Chapter 1.3 - Oh, My Great Leader 
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In a world cloaked in perpetual gray, Viktor and his son Eli navigated the 
ruins of a collapsed society. Their life was a relentless evasion, a perpetual flight 
from the unknown forces that hunted them. Viktor, a former soldier, had trained Eli 
in the ways of survival and combat, turning him into a skilled warrior, adept in the 
dark arts of stealth and strategy. Their bond, forged in the crucible of constant 
danger, was profound. Yet, beneath Eli's capable exterior lurked a secret power, a 
latent force that threatened to alter the course of history. 


As they sought refuge in an abandoned warehouse one night, Eli broke the silence 
with a revelation that shook Viktor to his core. "Father, the truth is, we've been 
running from more than just the regime. Our enemies... they're from the future. 
They fear the person | am destined to become." 


Viktor, his face a mask of confusion and disbelief, struggled to understand. "Future? 
Eli, what do you mean? What destiny are they trying to prevent?" 


Eli's eyes, glowing with an otherworldly light, bore into Viktor. "Il have visions, 
father. In these visions, | see a world reshaped by my hand—a world where | am 
the absolute ruler. The assassins, they come to stop me from realizing this future." 


Viktor, heart pounding, confronted his son, a mix of fear and desperation in his 
voice. "Eli, this is madness. We fight for freedom, for liberation—not to replace one 
tyrant with another!" 


But Eli's resolve was unshakable. "It's beyond us now, father. This is my destiny. | 
will bring order, control, a new era under my rule." 


Viktor's mind reeled at the revelation. His son, whom he had raised to be a 
beacon of hope, was the harbinger of a dark future. As Eli turned away, his 
silhouette merging with the shadows, Viktor felt a profound sense of loss. The boy 
he had raised, the son he had loved, was now a stranger. 


Viktor realized their journey was a futile race against time, an attempt to outrun a 
destiny already set in motion. Eli, once a symbol of hope, was now the architect of 
a new era of fear and control. 


In the silence that followed, Viktor understood the tragic irony of their plight. His 
son, his legacy, was destined to be the undoing of everything they had fought for. 
As Viktor grappled with this new reality, memories flooded back—their years on the 
run, the close calls, the narrow escapes. It all took on a new, sinister meaning. 
They weren't just fleeing from a corrupt regime; they were fleeing from the future 
itself, from a destiny that cast Eli not as a savior, but as a despot. 
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In the bleak light of the warehouse, Viktor watched Eli, his mind racing. "Eli, we've 
always fought against oppression. How can you now embrace it? How can you 
become the very thing we despised?" 


Eli turned, his face hard and unyielding. "The world needs order, father. Chaos has 
reigned for too long. | will bring peace, even if it must be enforced." 


"But at what cost, Eli? At the cost of freedom? Of humanity?" Viktor's voice broke, 
laden with despair. 


"Freedom is an illusion, father. True peace requires sacrifice. It requires control," Eli 
replied, his tone resolute, devoid of the warmth Viktor so fondly remembered. 


Viktor felt a chasm opening between them, an unbridgeable gap that widened with 
every word. "Eli, look at what you're saying. This isn't peace—it's tyranny. You're 
talking about subjugating the very people we vowed to protect." 


Eli's gaze was distant, as if he were looking at a future only, he could see. "To 
build a new world, one must first clear the old. | am the architect of that new 
world, father." 


The revelation hit Viktor like a physical blow. Eli, his son, was the harbinger of a 
future darker than any they had fought against. The resistance, their struggles—it 
had all been a prelude to this moment, to this bitter truth. 


Viktor's mind raced, searching for a way to reach his son, to bring back the boy 
who had once shared his dreams of a better world. "Eli, remember who you are. 
Remember the ideals we upheld. You have the power to change the world for the 
better, not to dominate it." 


Eli's response was a whisper, yet it carried the weight of finality. "It's too late for 
that, father. My path is set." 


In that warehouse, amidst the ruins of a world they once knew, Viktor realized the 
depth of their tragedy. His son, whom he had nurtured and protected, was now 
the nucleus of a looming cataclysm—a future where Eli's vision of order would 
reign supreme, a vision that spelled the end of the freedom they had both 
cherished. 


The future was no longer a distant, unknown horizon. It was there, in the cold, 
unyielding gaze of his son. In Eli's destiny, Viktor saw the death of their shared 
dreams and the birth of a new era, an era where his son would be both sovereign 
and tyrant. 


As the realization of Eli's true intentions sank in, Viktor felt a profound sense of 
loss and betrayal. The warehouse, once just a temporary shelter, now felt like a 
tomb, echoing with the death of the ideals he had held so dear. 
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"Eli, | raised you to be a leader, but not like this. Not as a tyrant who rules with 
fear and oppression,” Viktor said, his voice a mix of sorrow and anger. 


Eli looked at his father, his expression unwavering. "Leadership requires strength, 
father. The strength to make hard decisions, to do what is necessary for the 
greater good. My rule will be absolute, but it will bring order to this chaos." 


Viktor shook his head, despairing. "You speak of the greater good, but at what 
cost? Absolute power corrupts absolutely, Eli. You will lose yourself to it." 


Eli's response was cold, detached. "Perhaps, but it is a price | am willing to pay. 
The future needs a ruler strong enough to forge a new path, and | am that ruler." 


Viktor realized then that the son he had loved and taught was gone, replaced by a 
stranger with ambitions that spelled doom for the world. "Eli, don't do this. There's 
still time to choose a different path, one that doesn't lead to tyranny." 


But Eli was resolute. "This is my destiny, father. | cannot turn away from it. Not 
now, not when | am so close to achieving what | am meant to do." 


In that moment, Viktor understood the futility of his pleas. Eli's mind was set, his 
heart hardened by visions of power and control. The future they had fought to 
prevent was unfolding before Viktor's eyes, led by his own son. 


As Eli walked away, his figure disappearing into the shadows of the warehouse, 
Viktor was left alone, grappling with the harrowing decision before him. He could 
either stand by and watch his son become a tyrant, or he could take a stand 
against him, potentially facing his own son in a battle that would determine the 
fate of their world. 


The weight of this choice was crushing, a burden that Viktor never imagined he 
would have to bear. In the silence of the warehouse, he made his decision. He 
would stand against Eli, not out of hatred, but out of love—for his son, and for 
the world he hoped could still be saved. 


With a heavy heart, Viktor stepped out of the warehouse, into the gray world 
beyond. He knew the road ahead would be fraught with peril, a journey that could 
lead to his own end, or to the redemption of his son. But it was a path he had to 
take, for the sake of a future that was still worth fighting for. 


Years passed, a time marked by turmoil and upheaval as Eli's vision for the world 
came to fruition. His rule, absolute and unyielding, reshaped societies and bent 
realities. Viktor, a solitary figure wandering the fringes of this new world, watched 
as his son transformed from a man into something else—a deity in the eyes of his 
subjects, feared and revered in equal measure. 


Carrying the burden of his past and the weight of what Eli had become, Viktor 
finally decided it was time to face his son again. As he approached the grand 
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citadel that was now the center of Eli's empire, his heart was heavy with a mix of 
fear, sorrow, and an aching, unresolved love. 


Inside the citadel, Eli sat upon a throne that seemed to defy the laws of physics, a 
manifestation of his power over reality. He was no longer the boy Viktor had 
raised, nor even the man he had become. He was something other, something 
more. 


Viktor stepped forward, his voice trembling as he spoke. "Eli, my son, | have 
returned." 


Eli, his gaze piercing and distant, looked upon Viktor. "Father, you stand before me 
not as my parent, but as a subject in my realm. What brings you to my throne?" 


Viktor's resolve wavered as he looked upon his son, now a being of immense 
power. The words he had rehearsed, the pleas for redemption, they all seemed 
futile now. "I... | came to see you, to talk to you. | still believe there's a part of 
you that remembers that cares." 


Eli's response was devoid of warmth. "The man you knew is no more, father. | am 
beyond such trivialities now. | am the architect of a new era, the ruler of all." 


In that moment, Viktor realized the futility of his hope. Eli was gone, consumed by 
the deity he had become. With a heart shattered by grief and acceptance, Viktor's 
words were a whisper of surrender to the inevitable. "I love you, s..." he began, his 
voice breaking with emotion. But as he gazed upon the deity his son had become; 
he understood the truth of his devotion. 


"| love you, Oh, my Great Leader. How | love you," he finished, his words not for 
the son he once knew, but for the omnipotent being before him. 


Viktor's submission was not just the surrender of a father to his son but of a man 
to a new reality he could no longer fight against. As he knelt before Eli, his spirit 
bowed to the overwhelming force that his son had become, Viktor mourned not 
just the loss of his child, but the loss of the world they once knew. 


End 
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